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THE LOTTERY TICKET 

IS 

AFFECTIONATELY INSCRIBED 

TO HER 

WitOM HE CONSIDERS TO BE 

THB OirZiy PRZZB 

HE EVER OBTAINED 
IN THE 

LOTTERY OF LIFE. 



DRAMATIS PERSONiE : 

CAPIAS, a Village Lawyer, Mr. W. Bennett. 
WORMWOOD, his Qerk, M. La Pqrte. 
CHARLES, ia lore with Susan, Mr. Hooper. 

Mrs. CORSET, a Stay Maker, Mrs. C. Jones. 
SUSAN, a Maid-of-all-work, Mrs. Orger. 

Villagers. 



To all the Performers, whose exertions gave success to the following trijlcy 
the Authw begs leave to offer his best thanks. 



THE LOTTERY TICKET. 



SCENE I. 



A VILLAGE. CAPIAS, THE LAWYER S OFFICE, ON ONE SIDE 3 MRS. 

CORSET, MILLINER AND STAYMAKER, ON THE OTHER.—" 
SHUTTERS SHUT. DOORS AND WINDOWS PRACTICABLE. 

OPENING CONCERTED PIECE, 
Enter Susan, opening shutters, and gaping. 

Oh, who would be a Servant Maid, 
Up thus early, working late ; 
Her's is an unhappy fate ; 
To clean each room, 
With brush and broom, 
To work all day, be badly paid. 
Is the business of a Servant Maid. 

Wormwood opening his shutters from within. 

Oh, who would be a Lawyer's Clerk, 
Up thus early, working late, 
His is an unhappy fate ; 
Erom morn till night, 
By every light, 
To keep others in the dark. 
Is the business of a Lawyer's Clerk. 

Mi*s. Corset opening Shop shutters. 

Oh, who would be a Milliner, 
Up thus early, working late, 
Her's is an unhappy fate ; 
To make stays sit, 
And caps to fit. 
To hear each whim without demur. 
Is the business of a Milliner. 

All. Well, to our work we now must go. 

Sua.— Heigho. Mrs. CoRs. — Heigho. Worm. — Heigbo 

At the end of the music Susan goes into the House i Worf|K«<^<^\^Ssk>fteQk 
writing at the window ; «nd Mis. Cob.sy.t ^totVav^VsL^oifit ^ii«ai^« 



• /' 



CAr. Ab, there tliey a 



oru the House, 

parcel of discontented mortals } 



mplaiaing c 

<juilc astoaislied that people cannnC make themselves contenteit 
with tbcir situation in life ; if tbey were plagued like me, in- 
deed,! — for who tbe devil would be a lawyer, unless*it was tlie 
ittil himself. 

Looks at his Pocket Bnuk. 
I'he l^tli of October, eighteen hundred and twenty-six; — my 
diary is right, — yesterday the 1 6lh was the auspicious day, ou 
which the fifth — last,last lottery that ever was, or ever will be, was 
to be drawn ; — and I have a ticket. Should it come up & prize '. 
perhaps at this moment t am a ma{Ic man ; if so, I'll send law 
where it came from, — to the devil ; — set up u house in London j 
-cboose a Mrs. Capias, — and hecome a man of pleasure. A wife ! 
), na; I'll take my full swing first, and tie myself up after- 
aids'. Susan, Susan, I say, Susan : — what a thing it is to have 
I Idle servants. 

Enter Sosan. I 

Sos. Here Sir, here Sir. 

Cap. Here Sir, you're never here; when I want you 
jTOu' re there; and when you should he there you're here; aVt 
11 a maid-of-aJl-work i — and isn't it a maid-of- all- work's place 
be in all places at once, — here, and there, and every where ? 
Sus. Yea, Sir. 

Cap. And yet, — here — tis 8 o'clock, and nothing done. 
Sua.Why bless me. Sir, I've scoured the passage, — swept the 
jBra wing- room, — dusted the parlour, — lighted four fires, — cleaneil 
the Clerk's office, — boiled the eggs, — mined the coffee, — buttered 
the toast, — and made all the beds in the house. 

Cap. Well, then, now ran with this letter to old Dobbins, 
tell him to mount his mare, and ride to Manchester directly, to 
the post-office there, and never slop till he brings me a letter 
he'll find there directed to me. Run, I say. 

>,— directly. Sir. Who would I 



WAipari / 



\EiU. 



:s 



Cap. Mr. Uazard^s head clerk has promised to write tbe 
fnoment the drawing is over 5 that will bring me the earliest in- 
telligence of tbe lucky numbers > — and if mine should be one of 
them ! But I mus'n^t neglect business. {Taps at the window) 
I say, Mr. Wormwood, what are you about } 

Worm. (M ike window,) Here, Sir, only taking the air. 

Cap. ' Taking the air ! do you think I pay you for taking, 
the air ? or that I hare made you my head clerk to be idle ? 

Worm. Head clerk ! — head and tail clerk too j — first, se- 
cond, and third clerk, all in one. 

Cap. Well, mind all those writs are issued, and see the 
* processes regularly served, and that old Snatch'em make the cap 
tures. 

Worm. (Wilhin,) Never fear me. Sir. 

Cap . No, no. There never was a fellow who took such 
delight in arresting people, as that little hunchback ; a capture 
is as good as a play to him f he*d rather issue a special €)ngina:l 
than eat his breakfast, and would walk ten miles any day to sec 
a bailiff do his duty : I hate the reiy sight of him, and if I could 
once muster enough money to pay him his salary, Vd discharge 
him. But, curse the feUow, I'm in arrear, and he knows I 
ean*t pay him. Ha ! ha ! Mrs. Corset at her work 3 I declare 
the stays look quite. tempting in the window > ^ppn my word, 
Mrs. Corset is a very pretty woman still; and they do say, thai 
amidst her furbelows and flounces, she has not forgotten her 
pockets } near thirty, — but no matter, — the more experience j 
an experienced milliner, — hem !— don t know that I should like 

that, tho'. 

« 

Enter Mrs. Corset. 

Mrs. CoRS. (Aside) My neighbour, Mr. Capias, seems 
watching me. I think I'll take this opportunity of speaking t'o' 
him. 

Cap. Hem ! Good day, my pretty Mrs. Corset." 

» 

Mrs. CoRS. Good morning, my good Mr. Capias. 
Cap. a fine morning,— mild and ^\xti-^vk^ r-^^'Q^a!^ ^^ ^"^i 
for shewing off your art of dre8S-m«ikiBgU> «AN«EkX^^ ---avsii-WR^ 



to put the drapery oot of fold by making the ladies Iwutll 
petticoats rouod them, — no wind to discompose llounces : he 
Mrs. Cofts. Why, Mr. Capias, you sucm to undentBDd 

Cap. Ohj yes, I'm a lawyer, — a master of ivts. 

Mrs, Cobs, I've long wanted to speak to yon about your 
clerk, Mr. Wormwood, he really never lets Bny body in the vil-' 
lage alone; I can't make a petticoat or a pair of stays that ht' 
does not know every atitch of them. 

Cap. He's as gj'eat a plague to me, I assure you. Though 
a accessary one; — (Aside.) I dream of the fellow, — be sits upon 
my'stomach like a night-raare ; — his cursed huncb-back is mised 
up with every thing ; if I cut up a pigeon-piCj I expect to see him 
pop out of it. 

Mrs. CoHs. But why don't you get rid oi hira ? 

Cap. Did you ever get a bur on your clotlies ? — Did yoa 
ever pop your hand into a pot of pitch ;— or were you ever tar- 
red and feathered ? This fellow, Mrs. Corset, slicks to me like 
any of these tbings. 

Mrs. Cobs, He is really a common nuisance ; be never [eta 
any body agree, but sets every body together by the enrs. 

Cap. Why you see, good Mrs. Corset, b mischief -maki 
to a lawyer, is what mud is to a milliner, — it creates the ntce: 
sily for new suits, (Aside) — I'll come straight to the point. — 
But I say, Mrs. Corset, never mind little hunchback, let us leav 
that alone, and think on affairs of tbe heart. 

Mrs. CoRS. Of tbe heart ! 

Cap. Yes, the best pair of stays you eaa make, caD*t defend 
that from the attacks of Cupid; tbe moment he issues process 
the defendant puts in a good appearance; — tbe plaintiff' files a 
declaration j — the trial comes on; — judgment is entered up, — 
(Putting his arms round her waist), and the defendant 
in execution. 

Mrs. CoRS. Ah, Mr. Capias, you men are gay deceivers) 
but I want very much to consult you about my affairs. 

Cap. Always ready for business. Love gives way to law. 
ffA/&) J iad ietter get it lillkmsig\il"mto\i« tifii»ia>KfoKe, 
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I commit myself. Take my, arm, my dear Mrs. Corset^ and 
we will adjoura to my office. There, Ma*£un— no place so 
good to settle people's alOfairs as a Lawyer's office. There, Ma*am'« 
rU do any thing for you, from a certificate of yout birth to your 
last will and testament. 

Mrs. CoRs. Oh^ but Tve a will of my own making. 

Cap. (Jside,) A will of her own — hem ! Then perhaps we 
may draw up articles of partnership for life 5 and then perhi^ 
we may neither of us have wills of our own. {^Exeunt. 

Worm. Yes, there they are, the Milliner and the lisiW- 
yer — Love and Law ; Vanity and Vice. How lovingly they're 
coming this way J I don't like that. Well, they v^on't' agrfee 
long, that's one comfort, however But I must to business— 
{taking up papers) — ha! ha! Here they are,' Capiase^^ Red- 
tails, and Writs — all the great ills of life illustrated by these 
strips of parchment. That, inow, contains the ruin of a family. 
The skin of an innocent lamb put to a fine purpose. Hi&'t ha ! 
a true wolf, in sheep's clothing, is this bit of -parchment. One 
certainly <sees something of fife in a lawyer's office. Wellj 
well. *Tis true, I'm but a lawyer's clerk; biit many is the 
brave soldier who has fled at the sight of me. I have but to wield 
one of these long strips of parchment, and those who have'sibod 
the brunt of a cannon ball, and the blow of a sabre, turik pale> 
and then turn tail. Ha ! ha ! ha ! There is no pibfession With- 
out its pleasures. Ha! ha ! If my lottery ticket, now, t6-day> 
would but come up a prize, Td Bid adieu to !Vtr. Capias^ set up 
Lawyer> and plague mankind on my own account Henil here 
they come {looking angry) — billing and cooing lik^a duck and 
a gander. . ^. 

• • • 

Enter Mr. Capias and Mrs? Corset. 

Cap. Why, my dear Mrs. Corset, according to this state* 
ment, you must b'e'well to'do in the world.' <- "' ' " 

Mrs. CoRsI Yes; 'being the only dress-maker in this 

place, and haVinglyeen e^uc^fted at Mad^tee'JupSil^ ill B6iid 

Street, and tra^velled to. Paris for fashions, every body eS[i« 
pbys me. •**'*' *^^ *«v'i,..r vvn^ ^.. v- 
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WoBM. The Milliner ogles tbe Lawyer j and llic Lai 
lias ODC eye on tlic Milliner's face, and the otber ia her pocket. 

Mra. Cobs, So that I liave, really, a very prett' 
my books. 

Cap. Pray let me order you a little refreahraent — a little 
coffee. 

Worm, (jiside.) Calls his roasted corn cnfFee, 

Mrs, CoRS. No, thank ye, Mr. Capia*; but you must bw 
doing pretty well loo, — I al ivays see Mr. \VornnviHHl employed, 

Cap. Oh dear, yes ; six-aiid-cighlpentes mihI thirteen-aud- 
fourpences are not scarce : what with the length of cliaocery 
suits, and summary process of the comtuou law, together with 
my conveyancing, — 

Mrs. Cobb . Conveyuncing ! — what is that ? 

Cap. Why, th« art of conveying our client's money from 
their jwckels into ours : — but money ! — money ! — Mrs. Corset,. 
— money is not happiness, is it Mrs. C. J — (Tenderly) 

Mrs. CoRS. Oh, certaialy ool. 

Cap. Did you ever think of marrying again, Mrs. C. ? 

Mrs. Cobs. Oh, the men are so deceitful; — to be sure: 
there are sirai; csceptione, — the late Mr. C for instanee. 

Cap. Aye, and the present Mr. C. ior instance 
buiuhic servant to comniauil. 

WoEU, (Aiide.) Tbe devil !— there'll be two people in the 
*ainc mind in a minute, if I don't put a spoke in their wheel. 

Cap. Mrs. Corset, for sucb near neighbours, I've seen veiy. 
little of you of late. 

Worm. (Aside.) Wants to see a little more of her. 

Mrs. Cobs. Ah, Mr. Capias, you have a flattering tongue. 

Cap. No, I hai*'n't, and if you would but allow me t» 
place my suit — 

Worm. (Aland) In the Common Fleas. 

Cap. Hem ! I say, I was thinking, that what with my 
EUiti And yours, if ve were to put them together, we miglil^ 
make — , 

Worm. (Aloud.) — Awrltof error. . 

Cap. Hem \ — I mean, that together we might contrive ti/ 
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Worm. (Aloud.) The King*s Bench. 

Cap. (Aside,) Curse the fello\«r^how loud he works. You 
«ee, that if I did venture to propose, you would not call me— 

Worm. (Coming between them.) — ^A special original^ did 
you say. Sir ? Oh, I heg pardon. 

Mrs. CoRS. (Aside) Impertinent interruption. 

Cap. (Aside) The devil take him for interrupting just at 
the interesting moment. 

Worm. What^ you were talking about the lottery^ I sup- 
pose, 

CAP.(^5i(ic.)Lottery ! — Hem ! — marriagejs indeed a Iott.ery. 

Worm. And wondering whether you should get a prize or 
a blank. It is all decided now. 

Cap. WeU, I know that, without your telling me. 

Worm. It has set all the place mad, for there is scarcely 
one who bos not aigi eighth or a sixteenth : — and I know every 
number that is sold in the village. 

Mrs. CoRS. Tbat you don*t, for you don't know mine. 

T^oRM. Yon ! why you 4id not buy one. 

Mrs. PoR9. But I have got one thp% Mr. Impudence 5 
and if I did'nt buy it, 1*11 sell it, — to any body that |ikes. 

Worm. Tb?^^ is ngbt^ f^U— sell — sell, Mrs. Mercenary. 

Mrs. Cqrs. Sell ! — ^nd is*nt it my trade^ Mr. Impertinence ? 

' * " ' ■ • ■• < • ; ■ ' . ' I. ^ "' J, 

Cap. Mr. Wormwood ! Mr. Wormwood !— I'm astonished : 

don'f yo\i know fhis is Mrs. porset ? 

Worm. Yes 5 jjiyiinery—staymaker— dress-maker— con- 

nois^enr in iBpunces^ fiirbelows> and flummery 5 I know bep— 

eyery body knows ber. 



. ; •. : I 



Enter Susan. 

Sua. I've been to Old Dobb.ins'8> Sir ; saw bim mount his 
mare> and he has set off for the town full trot. 

Cap. {Aside,) Then I shall soon know the number of the 
prizes. 

Worm. Hem ! hem !— Susan>— tbere^— she hM got a 
ticket in this last lottery. 

Cap. How^ SnsaOj do you spend your money thusf 



Worm. 1— I know notbing but— 
Srs. Butwlial? 

Worm. Why, that a godmotlier is very ci 
nEunes to other people, — that'* all. 

Sub. You had better keep a civil tongue inyouvbead ; I'^ 
sure, if I had my choice, I would have had a gown, 
ot a necklace,— something more nseful than a cheating lottery 
ticket. 

Cap, Coquet ! — you had better pay Mrs. Corset wbat yoiu 
owe her, instead of talking of more gowna and caps. 

Sus, Oh, Mrs. Corset ne?ei' let me rest till I had siitisfied 
Ler i — ask her if she did. 

Mrs. Cobs. Ob, yes, Susan has settled. her debt. 
Sus. (^Jside to Mrs. C.) Unsij—idnt tell them; I 
would not have them know how for the world. (Alouii.) As to 
the lottery ticket, I care so little about it, that I don't know^ 
where it is. — don'^t know the day cif drawing, — and have r 
forgotten the number. 

Worm, Ha, ha: if you got a fnie yoii'd 6nd your r 
mory fast enough, I warrant nie. But I have got a list of every 
body in the village who has purchased tickets, and tlicre'll he 
plenty of long faces before the day is out, — that is some comfort- 
Mrs. Cobs. Well, Mr. Capias, good morning. 
Cap, (To Mrs. C. tenderly) But I say, Mrs. C. another 
time we may renew the interesting subject of my convcrsatibn 

Mrs. CoHs. Oh, whenever you please. (Jtidt.) He 
would'nl be a bad match for a millin«r. \_Exit. 

Cap. Hem I a pretty good match for a lawyer, and that's 
something. Charming, upon honour ! — I feel quite up about 
it,— -my spirits are at a premium j and if 1 might believe a pre- 
sentiment, I shall get a prize, Wormwood, to your papers; Su- 
san, to your work, — you are always idling away your time ; 'tis 
quite a shame, coBsideiing your high wages. [_Kri 



,tery 

yonH 

s£e^| 

>; I 
Kaow^_ 



qtute a sname, coBsideimg your tiign wages. [_p.xit. m 

LSus. Five'poundB a year for doing every thing in the world^^Hj^ 
ndbeing scolded from mornlDg to night hyevery body. ^H 
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Worm. Nay, nay, Susari 5 I doii*t sxrolA ydti 5 I lifevefr 
speak cross to you : if yoii are maid-of-«lll-\hirkii-^I itiirderi^ 
of-all-work J— andyou know, time out of mltid, tte maidtf-aild 
the clerks — hey ! (Taking her hand, she starts awa^frdrhUnHi) 

Sus. liCiBive me alone, Mr. WotriiWobd, T Want iW'miwfe 
of your sweet words thaii I do of niy mister*?' sbUt btteis 5' atid Fib 
sure, if all clerks are like you, the maids are all fools to^ K«li6h 
ib them. 

Worm, tia, ! ta ! ybii thl'nft I dbtft liiidfeiSlWtad thi^ pride, 
but I do 5 — you th^nk ybur 6oXiiiti Cliiarles is cdming- fwtoL«»i- 
don 5 poor, silly girl 5 why h6 h'as" toi'gotteil' yoii loAi^ a]^ : do 
you think he would remain faithful to a poor country' f^ ih 
London? — there's cofifbrt for fori, iAts:Svli&iiy haf! fiiif! hn\ 
{Goes to his desk, and shuts the door») 

Sus. ^hat a wict^ed iiltU AiR Mi h. ]§fis MM and 
temper are as ugly as his Dou^. thilf (f if sl&^tiTd M ^rifi^y €^4,% 
anudst London pleasures Charl^^ s&6W(df Mifi forgo^tf iHfty I 
shall be indeed unhappy. 

Worm, lliei-e, fdifi^ fiSfle^-^yotr'^e ctMi: 

Sus, Well, d ye thinii i fia^M't itti: 

IbkkkLiii siHgiHil without. 
Why, bless me, that's Cousin Charle^*9( Vdi^j aH ViH ^f^. 

■ 

Worm. Yes, yes — I see you fllH^c cars; 

Enier fefiAittfes. 
Sus. It is him^ sure enough. Oh, Charles, bow do 

you do? 

Char. Quit^ wM!$ tni ky {ttetty Siuan qmtf^ju well 
ind j[ii%tty 1% Wer-^h ! 

^1^. Oh, TiKi k> {^ to «e^ ytou> you don't inow,. 

Wo&k ^du^gots Shsah, th&t niaster ddled^ott. 

Sus. (Jside.) ill-natnik^ difi^Bnt FU be ba(^ io a W- 
bi^e, t^hartes ^ifs thehpnng out)^^Yeh he is handsomer than 
ever, I declare. 

Cd'A^. Wh»t a pity liiiy pmty Cou^n i$ so foor, an^ that 
I'axJi W p6bfr to nlkan^ a woman withotM; a penny 5— fiace, in 
spite of all the savings frT)m my wages, I could apt set up 
bouse^^idt !!iKiAlioiift my :wifecQi4d {mt some Micks in the &re 



I, it ivoiild be a 
;nt. However, 



inj.i! 



; more to sit down in my 
BE in which 1 waa born —; 
-the school in wbichf 
But here coiq 



to make the pot boil. No, no, Susai 
to you to make you my wife at pres 
with London, nnd am deterniinet) om 
native place. 1 love to look at the bo 
th»cburch in which 1 was christened- 
was flogged — and to meet my old playmates 
Susan. 

Enter Susan. 

Sua. There — I've a little leisure ; so now for a little talkj.l 
for It does always make me so happy ti 

WoBH. (Aiide.) Ah ! I knew it was this cursed valet i 
chambre. 

CtiAA. It cannot give you more pleasure to see me than ij 
does me to sec you, 

Sus. Well, now, that is kind j and do you know, Cbarle^fl 
that since you went to London last, I've beeu thinking that £1 
should like to go to London too. 

Char, To London— what for .' 

Sus, Why lo better my coudilio 

some fine lady, in some great family. 

CuAB, Maid, indeed, to a fine lac 
don't know what you ask. 
Sub. Oh but I do iho". 
Char. No, no, you don't — why you'd be ruined Inl 
London, 

Sus. Why you hav'n't been ruined. 
Chad. <% — I — that's a different thing. 
Scs. (Fouling.) Ah, I see how it ig j you don't wish me 
to go to London, for fear I should hear of your goings on. 

Worm, {/iiide.) Ha! ha! they are going to quarrelj 
that is good — very good — I like that. 



n ; to get to be maid toM 
\y ! Pshaw ! Susan, yaaM 



trary, I hare left 



native' village. 



Nay, nay, Sus 



London altogether. 
London !— what, left njy-lo 
I, and am come detennioed 



you to the coa- 



to set up in mf 1 



Sus. Settle here !— «h, dear me, how happy 1 a 
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WosM. (Aside,) The devil ! they are making it up again^ 
loving add tender -y-^^ time for me to interfere* 

Chas. Yes, wie Shatllbe so happy. 
V Sus. ' Oh, quite i tihly you must promise me, now^ yba 
Wda't flirt with the ^rls, nordaiice with Sally and Mary at our 
village dance. 

Chas. No, no, with none but you. 

Worm. {Coming forward,) Susan, Susan, you'reidling 
your tiltne here, and 1*11 tell master, upon my word, I will. 

Sus. ' 1 wish. Wormwood, you*d mind your own affair^, 
and not be meddling with other people's : you*re always poking 
your nose in the way. 

Chas. Let him take care he does not poke it where it will 
be pulled. 

Worm. You had better pull it ', I should like to see you 
doit : rd soon indict yoii for assault and battery. 'Pull it, if 
you dare. 

Sus. Well, well, Charles, I must be gone j-^^but now^ 
remember you promise not to dance with any one else than mew 

Chas. Agreed. [£a:i^ Susan- 

Worm. So, Mr; Charles, you've come back among us 
again -, what^ I snppOse you have been turned away. 

Ci^As. No, I have not b^en* turned away. 

Worm. Obliged to quit London; 1 s(nppose. 

Chas. No, 1 was dot dbliged to quit London neither. 
^ WoftM. What^ I siippos^ybur master goe^ on just' in the 
same way,— plaguing ministers fdu- places > and my-lady s<^ib« 
bling iiotf ^e^'sfcal TbtibneeiS. 

Chas. Aiid ybu, Mr. WotiiiWbbd, ybtl^on, I suppose, 
rubbing your hands with joy wh^n others qH&trel ) ddd seraich/- 
ing ybur'eair w^th ill htiknour wheii they agtee : and your master 
still the same,-^avaricious, arrogant, and litigTous ;— eh ? 

WpRM. Yes, still the same. 
^ XJri AS . ( To hifhsetf.) ' Well, 'wtHk ^all I do With my sa- 
vings ? — ^if I could find some good ^fip^CAitlioti ? 

Worm. Speciiimon;' diayoU^ay? wbf didVt^a %uy a 
lotjbii)f ^et } 



*^- 






CflA. A loltery locket ! 



, 1 wiah I liaa, f.,r it sti'ik 



WOH( 



I in luck Just nowi— rl'll bave one directly. 
You ftru too late ; tlicre were only certaii 



bers »enl down to Mr. Capias, as agent, nnd tbey 
Dp in a minute ; weS 
they actually sold at 
maker, aoldhis last I 



snappeiT 

had quite a little. exchaii(;e here, and 
premium. There's Mr. Strap, theshoa- 
buy one. , Tankard at the public-house 



bought Qtje with his brewefs money. Mr. Shortsight the 
ii said (o have paid fur his out of t|ie poor-box j and they. do 
»ay, that the old maid. Miss Frumpy — {whisptrs in hiBear) 
so fipt^ her If^Uery ticket. 

Cba, Well, but cant I get oiief— wjU no one sell 
theirs. I'jn sure I should be in luck, and , would give a g< 
premium to get one. 

Worm. No, no — you c«n'^ now. To be sure there 
Sutaa has got oue ; she might be tempted to sell — she is poor, 

Cha. No — let poor Susan have a chance. 

P^OHM, ,W(;1I, well, ai you please. I have : 
and Eo hais.Mr. Capias, and Mrs, Corset our opposite neighhoi 

Cha. , Mrs. Corset ! — ah, that puts me iu luind, — I have 
little business, ivith her ;, so t^ll Susai; I'll he buck in a few m. 
DUtes. l^Exit lo Mrs. Corset' 

WoBM. Business with ^r^. Corset '. — aa intrigue no doubtl 
Susan shall know, this Hist!^ ^ist 1 Susau, Susan.- 
£n(er ^usak. 

Sua. , Well, what, .now, JJr. _Wormwood, you're alwa^ 
plaguing ,jne. 

Worm. Plaguing yon iVo, no, I don't wish 
you, only 1 thought you might just like to see Mr. Charles pa] 
iog a visit to Mrs. Corset } — took^ look. 

Sds. Eb !— what !— Charge* at Mrs, Conjefs ! \4ooki 
at the window) so be is, I declare ; what business can he hai 
there f 

WoBM. Business j— «b, it is not business takes him there 
'til B little termless Ur(ation. 

Sua, A flirtation ! — vrith }/i,i\ Corset ? 

Worm. To be sure, — why not? he's a valet — she's 
liaer; there yoa sea be goes into her little back parlour. 
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Sus. Ob, Charles, Charles, this is cruel, under my very 
eyes, just after saying such kind things to me. (crying,) 
Worm. Didn*t I tell you you had better listen to me. 
Sus. To you, indeed ! 

Worm. Yes, I wouldn't make love to Mrs. Corset 5 I 
wouldn't make you jealous. 

Enter Capias. 
Cap. Well, any news from Dobbins 5 — is he come back j— 
any news of the lottery. Run, Susan, — run, and see if you can 
see him on the road. 

Sus. {Still looking in at window.) Yes, Sir, 1*11 go di- 
rectly. 

Cap. Well, why don't you go ? what do you stand there 
for? 

Sus. Nothing) — only Charles — my cousin Charles— 
Cap. Well, what of your cousin Charles? 
Sus. Why he is shut up in the back parlour behind her 
shop with Mrs. Corset. 

Cap. Ha ! what ! — Charles shut up with Mrs. Corset !— 
a fine young man with the future Mrs. C. 

Worm. {Jside.) Ha ! ha ! — ^both jealous ! how pleasant, 
to be sure. 

Sus. Upon my word, I don't like it; there, he is coming 
out at last : see how polite he is. * 

Cap. I must issue a writ of enquiry )— move for a rule to 
shew cause ; — and tiy an ejectment. 1 

Sus. There, he beckons me^ he holds up a handkerchief ; 
—oh, he has only been there t(/ buy it for me } good cousin 
Charles; I'll come. {To Capias.) Yes, Sir, Til go and see 
after old Dobbins directly. lExit, 

Cap. An impertinent interloper to practice in my court ; 
ril have him struck off the rolls. 

Worm. Ah, he has not been to London for nothing, de- 
pend upon it. 

Cap. But I'm impatient for the arriTal of the list of prizes -, 
perhaps one has fallen to me. 
WoKM. Perhaps to me. 






* 
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\ , Cap. I'd you, indeed ! 

jtiiJf^ORM, Well, no matter, prize or no prize,— I shall bave 

my Yftugh at the losers. How pleasant it will be to see their 

long faces ; T quite long to have the list and give the answers ; 

blank, blank, blank 5 oh, yes, they'll all have blank looks 3 — 

: , hoyr pleasant, ha 1 ha ! 

Enter Susan with a letter, 

Sus. Old Dobbins has returned, and here is the letter. 

Cap. Oh, give it me directly, and — and leave us, 

Sus. Yes, Sir. {Aside.) I'll go and try on Charles's new 
present. [Exit. 

Cap. {Examining the letter.) Yes, there it is, — ^head 
clerk at Hazard's own hand ; this contains all the prizes. 

Worm. The prizes! open it directly, Mr. C^ias$ let us 
8Qe them. 

Cap. {Trying to open the letter) *Tis very kind of my 
friend Hazard's head clerk. 

Worm. Why what's the matter — ^how your had trembles. 

Cap. Tremble — not at all. Thank the Gods, I*m a phi- 
losopher, and am prepared for every turn (^ fortune's wheel. 
Eh ! upon my soul, you*re right. *Tis really very odd, but I 
cannot open the letter. 

Worm. {Taking the letter,) Give it me. What a pity 
that a philosopher, prepared for every turn of fortune's wheel, 
should be taken with a nervous fit just at the crisis of his fate. 

Cap. Why your hand trembles too. 

Worm. Oh, no— 'tis onjy that Mr. Hazard's clerk seems 
to seal' his letters with one of Bramah*s locks. There— there- 
it is open at last. 

Cap. {Taking the letter, and attempting to read,) Let 
us see 5 *tis very odd, mighty odd ; the letters dance up ^nd 
down ; my spectacles won't permit me to read. 

Worm. {Taking the letter,) WeU, then, let me read ;— 
I can read without spectacles. 

Cap. Well, well, read away. 

Worm. Number two thousand four hundred and forty- 
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Cap. Two thousand four hundred and forty-nine ! — my 
number, as l*m alive, — well? 
Worm. A blank. 

Cap. a blank ! — my prize a blank ! 
Worm. Yes, and mine also, (scratching his ear.) 
Cap. What an unfortunate dog I am. 
Worm. No, no, not so very unfortunate j— for, look,— 
the very next number — 2450 — is a prize of £5000. 

Cap. Hem ! that's a comfort, truly ^ a miss is as good as 
a mile* 

Worm. Two thousand four hundred and fifty : — let me 
see, who bought that number ? bless me ! whereas my list 3 I 
put down every body's name against the number. 
Cap. What does it signify, since it isn*t mine ? 
Worm. Where the devil is my b'st, I cannot find it j 
(feeling in his pockets.) ha ! here it is -, no, I was not deceived. 
Cap. Well, where is it 5 — ^who has got the prize ? 
Worm. Susan. 
Cap. My maid of all work ! 
Worm. Yes, even she. 

Cap. My mai4 of all work with five thousaud pounds ! 
zounds! shell never clean a kitchen poker again. An idea 
strikes me,— a luminous thought. 
Worm. What ? 

Cap. Don't say a word to any one that we know the 
number. 

Worm. Why ? 

Cap. The post won*t be in the village these two hours. 
Worm. And you would sell your ticket ;— «h ! 
Cap. Oh, fie ! no ; honour and conscience forbid such a 
thing. 

%VoRM. Oh, we can dispense with the attendance of ho- 
nour and conscience in an attorney's office sometimes^ you know* 
Cap. Susan is yet ignorant of her good fortune. 
Worm. Well ?— 

Cap. Well, my dear Wormwood, don*t tell her yet. 
Worm. Why?— 
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Cap. Oh, you shall know ia time. (A noise without of 
breaking china.) Eh ! — what is that? 

Worm. It is your maid-of-all-work — Miss Susan, who 
has broken a tea-pot, and here she comes with the spout. 
Cap. My maid ! — she shall be my mistress. 

Enter Susan, 'with the remains of a hroken tea-pot, crying. 
Sus. Oh dear, oh dear, Tve broke the tea-pot; but in- 
deed. Sir, it was no' fault of mine ; I was only cleaning^ it, — 
took hold of the spout,— and down it went. 
Cap. My best china tea-pot. 
Worm. {Aside.) Sta6fordshire ware. 
Sus. Oh dear. Sir, don't scold. 

Cap. Awkward puss; {jestraining himself) but never 
mind, my poor Susan j — dry your eyes ; accidents will happen> 
in the best regulated families. 

Sus. {Aside.) Bless me ! why he isn^t angry at all. 
Cap. Wormwood, you may take a walk ; — ^you understands 
Worm. Oh yes. Miss Susan, I wish you a good morn- 
ing. Miss Susan. {As%de)V\\ interrupt hisbilling and cooing. [£xU. 
Sus. Miss Susan ! — ^he is always quizzing me. (Capias 
looks tenderly at Susan*)'^{Aside») How master looks at me. 
Cap. Susan,— 
Sus. Sir,— 
Cap. Come nearer. 
Sus. There, Sir, — will that do ? • 
Cap. Susan, my dear, — you*ve broke a tea-pot, Susan. 
Sus.. Yes, Sir. 

Cap. Well, never mind, — a tea-pot is nothing — where — 
where a man feels towards a woman as I do towards you. 
Sus. Sir? 

Cap. Ah, I dare say you are surprised : — Oh, Siisan, I've 
often scolded you. 

Sus. Yes, Sir, I know you have. 

Cap. Ah, Susan, it was only to conceal my passion, (sighs.y 
Sus. Bless me ! why I thought it was to shew it. 
Cap. Ahj Susan, you don't understand these things.— 
(^side,) I had better be quick a\>out \t> avvdi ^\Axa&\at Vi<» 
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Sus. (Aside.) What can master mean— lie is making fun 
of me sure. 

WORMWOOD APPEARS AT THE WINDOW. 

Cap. (aside.) She does not yet knowber good fortune 3 so 
I must draw the pleadings^ and file my declaration without delay. 
Ah ! Susan. 

Sug. Sir, 

Cap. Do you know, Susap, you are a very pretty girl ; 
and I have been thinking it is a great shame that those little de- 
licate hands should scour kitchen pots and scrub parlour floors. 

Sus. Dear Sir^ but what can 1 do 5 I am but !^maidof all 
work in the country ; and cousin Charles says^ I should be ru- 
ined if I tried to better my condition in London. 

Cap. Oh, never mind your cousin Charles. Susan^ Tve 
taken a fancy to you. 

Sus. You, Sir ! what to poor Susan ? 

Cap. (Aside) Hem, •poor Susan ! Yes, Susan, a prodi- 
gious fancy, 

Sus. Law, Sir, you are mocking me, sure. 

Cap. No I a'n*t, I mock nobody, 'tis libellous. 

During this conversation Wormwood bas beckoned BCrt. 
Corset out of her shop, stolen silently out of the honae, and 
crossed over to her*; whispers in her ear ; Mrs. Corset col- 
ters with a band'box. 

Mrs. C. (Tb Wormwood.) Oh, I'll not believe it. 

Wormwood. (To Mrs. C.) Very well. See— hear-^ 
and judge for yourself. 

Enters the House, and watches from the window. 

Cap. You seem surprized. But 1*11 astonish you presently. 

Sus. No — Will you tho' ? But ah. Sir, you had better 
keep all these fine sayings for Mrs. Corset. 

Cap. Mrs. Corset ! — nonsense ! — 'twas mere politeness, 
and as a near neighbour^}— -I may now and then have said a few 
gallant things to her 5 — may have whispered a little soft non- 
sense in her too credulous ear, as the poet says j but, bless ye, 
I meant nothing by it, — merely a few technicalities, which in 
love, as in law, — mean nothing, and lead to nothing : besides, 
Susan, she was brought up in liOivdow •,— ^^OkS.'^V.^ va. '^sks^^ 
Street ; — Ffeaven knows "wYiat s\ie isxa.'^ Vv«^\«^'t^^ ^««. \— 
nothing goodj 1*11 be bound. 



Sus. Nay, ilon't say any tiling very biui about her, for 
here is Mrs. Corset. 

Cap. The devil ! 

Mrs. CoKS, Upon my word, Mr. Capiae — 

Cap. Oh, Mrs, Corset ! — enchanted to see yott j bless 
how very well yon look ; — what a colour ! — what, going to c 
this band-box ? — contains some mark nt' your taste, now, I dare 
say — somebody in a hurry for their cap. Well, I 
detain you. 

Mrs. CoES. It's very well, Mr, Capias — very well indeed— v 

Cap. I'm very happy to hear it, — I'm ijuite the same. 

Mrs. CoRS. To lieeeive — to jilt me ; — hut that's no matter 
make love to your servant, ilo} — slie's a fine Miss for you;— 
raise your maid -of- all- work from the kitchca to the parlour, and 
become the laughing-stock of the village. 

Cap. Nay, now, Mi-s. Corset, you are wrong ; Susan 
a good and virtuous girl, and I've a great valee for her. 

Mrs. CoRS. A servant ! — a pretty thing, indeed! but 
you're a deceiver — a traitor — 

WosM. (Jdde.) Very well, Mrs. Corset, at him again. 

Mrs. Coas. I'll be revenged ; — but, no, I despise you axu 
your mmion too much. 

Sub. Minion ! — ma'a 

Worm. (AMe.) Ha 
all quarrelling ; bow pleasant !. 

Cap. So you are, Susan,— as good as any stay-maker 
the world : and ao, ma'am, as long stays are out of fashion, we 
won't detain you ma'am. — ^That's a hit. 

Mrs. Cobs. Oh, don't think I care about it; — make her 
your wife as soon as you please : and heaven grant she may lead 
you just such a life as you deserve, [EtH, 

Cap. What a malicious devil that is : but never mind ber, 
Susan, — I love you, — yes. i 

Sue. Love me ! — aye. Sir '. hut my gmlmother alwayi 
taught me never to listen to a gentb 
talked about marriage. 

Cap. Well, and I talk of marriage ; — there's my hand, 






it should be,- 
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Sits. Your hand ! (oh, my cousin Charles) hut will you 
really marry me ? 

Cap. Oh, certainly ; — too virtuous to think of any thing 
else hut marriage. I have a long time stifled my passion, and 
delayed proceedings in this cause -, hut now Hymen, like a she- 
riffs officer, makes me pay my debt of love, — and I render my- 
self your slave. 

Sus. What, shall I really be a lawyer's lady ? 

Cap. Yes, my girl, you shall be the better half of a limb 
of the law. 

Sus. Hem ! instead of a maid-of-all-work. 

Cap. You'll be your own mistress 5 and to prove my truth, 
we*ll immediately make a mutual settlement. 

Sus, Oh, I've got a settlement in this parish already. 

Cap. Aye, but I mean a marriage settlement, — whereby 
we, the aforesaid Nicholas Capias and Susan Wheatley, do settle, 
jointly and severally, all and every of the estates, monies, and 
properties, — ^fiiuded, landed, and tenemented, now possessed of, 
or hereafter to be possessed, upon each other, and their heirs 
for ever. 

Worm. {Coming forward,) Here I am. Sir. 

Cap. The devil you are ! — and who wanted you, Mr. 
Wormwood ? 

Worm . Didn't I hear you talk of a marriage-settlement .^— 
so here I am, quite ready, — pen, ink, and parchment : come, 
come, there's no use in concealing it from me. Mr. Qapias is in 
love with you. 

Sus. He has just declared himself. 

Worm . Quite natural ; and he would marry you 5 — quite 
natural again, and, I suppose, to prove his love and his good 
faith, he wishes ^ou both to sign a mutual marriage settlement ? 

Cap. {Jside.) He has heard all ; — a son of a corkscrew ! 

Sus. Yes, Mr. Wormwood, you have hit it exactly* 

Cap. Well, and what harm is there in that ? 

Worm. Oh, none at all, none at all -, — one must love at 
all ages and all ranks ;— young amlrold, rich and poor. Oh, Tm 
touched to ffae quick with your happiness, and delighted at t\N& 
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idea of dravnng up the deeds^ by which you will give each other 
all your wealth :— <^> you'll be a happy couple, 

Sus. Oh^ but I have nothing to give. 

Worm. I beg your pardon. 

Cap. {^side to Wormwood,) Silence. 

Worm. Oh> on my honour and conscience. 

Cap. (Aside,) The rascal !— the scoundrel !— he's going 
totelL 

Worm. Imprimis.-^Nicholas Capias^ being seised and pos- 
sessed of certain lands and tenements^ doth hereby agree to set- 
tle the same, and funds, on Sitsan Wheatly, — ^being seised and 
possessed of the sum of five thousand pounds,— 

Cap. {Aside ) Ob, the Richard the Third ! 

Sus. The sum of ii%'e thousand pounds !— where should I 
seize it ? 

Worm. *Tis true, tho' 5 was'nt your lottery-ticket num- 
ber two thousand four hundred and fifty. 

Sus. Two, four, five, ought j— yes, that was the number, 
fiure enough ; I recollect it now. 

Worm. Well, that very number is drawn a prize of five 
thousand pounds 5 so you see you are not so bad a match for Mi*. 
Capias 3 and he may make you a widow sooner than Charles. 

Sus. Well, who*d have thought it ! 

Cap. Well, my dear Susan, what matters it to me wbe- 
ther you bring me a fortune or not 3 my love would have been 
just the same if you hadn't six-and-eightpence j I should have 
preferred you to every body. 

Sus. You are very good. Sir, for you must take me with- 
out anything, or not take me at all. 

Cap. Eh !-=-how ?— ^what do you mean ? 

^us. Why, only that I have not got th^^ ticket 

Cap. Eh ! what have you lost it ? — oh, that's no matter, 
we'll stop the payment. 

Sus. Oh, *no, it is not lost. 

Cap. Why, what have you done with it then ? 

Sus. Why, you all plagued me to pay Mrs. Corset, and 
J had no money> so I gave her my lottery-ticket, and she gare 

V 

me a receipt for her bill 5 so the prize \% \iets . 
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Worm. {Bursting into a fit of laughter,) Oh, oh, oh, — 
Tvellj that is a gpod one. 

Cap. Eh ! what, do you dare to laugh ? 

Worm. Who can help it ? but I condole with you at the 
same time, — upon my soolldo 5 buti must laugh, — ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Sus. I am sure 'Jite|p|iughing matter. 

Worm. Oh, yoiitj||ipiMothing to care for, — ^Mr. Capias 
loves you for yourself 5 lie didn't love you for your money 5-— 
not he : you may be Mrs. Capias. 

Cap. I love her ! — ^I love anybody imprudent enough to 
throw away five thousand pounds ! — ^not I, indeed : go to your 
work, you little fool) get along, I say> and carry the message 
I sent you with. 

Sus. Nay, Sir, I do not regard that as a misfortune, 
which would save me from such a selfish husband ; and I de- 
serve the mortification, for having forgotten my cousin Charles 
for a single moment. \^Exit Susan. 

Worm. Well, Sir, now the best thing you can do is to 
turn a^in to Mrs. Corset ; she has five thousand more charms. 

CaA ^Certainly j but I've quarrelled with her, — quarrelled 
with Ikir i^ account of this little fool. 

Worm. Oh, she is used to making up, — she's a milliner ; 
and here she comes, — just in time. {Enter Mrs. Corset.) 
Ah, Mrs. Corset, you are welcome j here is Mr. Capias boiling 
over with gallant compliments for you. 

Mrs. CoRS. Mr. Capias, indeed ; let him keep his gallan- 
tries for his trumpery maid-of-all-work. 

Cap. Nay, nay, Mrs. Corset, don't bear malice 5 — 'tisn't 
like a Christian. All men have their little failings ; — I am not 
exempt. You flew' in a passion too soon 3 I lost my temper, 
and — 

Worm. The mischief was done 5 — that is all. 

Mrs. CoRs. Ah, these men, these men,-— 

Worm. Come, come, make it up ; — a good understanding 
will set all to rights 5 and that, I am sure, neither of you want : 
besides, Mrs. Corset's good fortune will make the match more 
equal. 
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Cap. (Aside.) he's going to tell her now. 

Mis. CoRs, My good fortune ! — iwhat do |9U say ? 

Worm. Why, the ticket with which Susan paid her bill 
hay come up a prize of (lyq thousand pounds. 

Mrs. CoRs. What do you say I 

Worm. Why, that number^li^l^Mloasand four hundied 
and fifty is come up a prize of fivlf MMfcAnd pounds. 

Mrs. CoR5. Oh dear, you don't say so ! 

Worm. Yes, I do; and here is Mr. Capias, anxious to 
renew all his love and affection ftir you. 

Cap. Yes, my dear neighbour, here I am — at your feet. 

Mrs. CoRS. Oh, Mr. Capias,— oh, Mr. Wormw^ood,— 

support me ; — I shall faint ;— I can scarcely stand. 

They support her. 

Worm. Oh, how interesting !— an amiable, and deserv- 
ing, and beautiful female of thirty-five overcome by the excess 
of her joy ! 

Cap. Come, come, my de&t Mi». Corset, calm these trans- 
ports of pleasure : there, there^ repose upon me, — your faithful 
Capias ; tho* I don't wonder at your being transported. 

Mrs. CoRS. I deserve to be hanged as well as transported : 
fool, idiot, that I was. 

Worm. Her joy has turned her brain. 

Mrs. CoRs. Joy ? *tis anger— -rage — 

Cap. Rage! — what do you mean, my dear Mrs. Corset ? 

Mrs. CoRS. Why, that I have sold my ticket to Susan's 
cousin Charles. 

Cap. Sold it ! 

WoBM. {Bursting out laughing,) Ha! ha! ha! better 
and better 5 how exceeding good : you had better marry Charles. 

Cap. Good ! — I think it damned bad. 

Mrs. CoRS. He offered me double what I gave for it. 

Cap. Aye, this comes of your avarice. Mis. Corset ; if you 
had been contented with your ticket, you would have hada^aOOO : 
this is food for philosophical reflections on the avarice of human 
uatuie* Madam^ I am your very obedient^ very humble servant. 

lExit into house. 
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Worm. Ha K^a ! ha ! " I never had a pleasanter day iu 
my life. 

Mrs. CoRS. I could scratch my eyes out with vexation. 
Worm. No, don't do that, you can make better use ot 
them : as you are a milliner, and have set one cap at Mr. Capias, 
set another cap at Charles ; — ^he will be a better match for you 
now than Mr. Capias. . 

Mrs. CoRS. Oh, fie ! — a servant lyv 
Worm . Nay,— ;a steward. 

Mrs. CoRS. Ah, a steward 5— that makes a great differ- 
ence, to be sure. 

Worm* Oh, certainly, a very -great difference, (-^side.) 
If I could but marry them, Susan might, perhaps, think of me. 
Mrs. CoRS. Why, certainly, when Mr. Charles was here 
last year, Jie was rather particular ) and this morning — 

Worm. He was rather particular again 5- I thought so 
when I and Susan saw him in the back parlour. 

Mrs. CoRs. And then there was a kind of timid delicacy 
in his address, which is vei^ pleasing to our sex. 

Worm. Oh, he is a nice young man ; — and here he comes. 
Mrs. CoRs. Oh, I declare I am quite in a flurry. 

TMtr Charles. 
Cha. Ah, Mrs. Corset, quite delighted to see you again. 
Mrs. CoRs. {Jffectedly.) Your Servant, Mr. Charles, the 
pleasure is mutual. (Aside) Upon my word, Mr. Wormwood, 
he*s a nice young man. 

Worm. Yes, five thousand times nicer than he was this 
morning. 

Mrs. CoRs. (Aside) Quite a noble air. I declare, really, 
Mr. Charles, you improve every visit. 
Cha. Ma* am } — 

Mrs. CoRs. Yes, I was just saying to Mr. Wormwood, 
that you were, really, vastly agreeable 3 indeed, almost too 
agreeable. 

Worm. Yes, too agreeable. 
Cha. (Aside ) What the devil are they driving at; 
Worm. Ntf, nay, why stand shilly-shally j— why ncst to 
the point at onoe ; you are made for each olhai \<— ^^ssiVs^^^sm^ 
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oilier ; — you Lave botb cquul experience in the world, 

will make your foi'tunes tngeCher. I 

Mi-B. CORS. Really, Mr. Wonmvoorf, you are so veiy I 
lirely, iind (Iran- such odd conclusions, I 

Worm. Ye,', I am very lively, aiid like oild conclusions j 
but you kuow it is true. 

Cha. Eh! hall I pretend to Mrs. Corset! (Aside.) | 
Upon my word, 'twould indeed be a good match, for she liai 
very nice shop, — a very snug hack parlour, — aud a great deal of 1 
business, {Jloud.) la it possible that my humble merits — 

Worm, Oh, yes, your humble merits,— added to t 
thousand pounds which Mrs. Corset has just heard that you pes- ' 



Cha. What do you mean f 

WoBM. Mhy, the lottery-ticket you bought of her has 
come up a prize. 

Cha. a prize ? — good heavens ! 

Worm. Why you seem troubled ; — have you sold it too ? 
why, this ticket seems to (ravel round the world. 

Cha. No, no j hereitis, safe aud sound ; I ha\ 
slUl, 

Worm. Ah ! — so much the worse. 

Cha. Two — four — five — nought; w 

Worm. Yes, he has got it, sure eui 
he hasn't sold it. 

Enter Susan. 

Sus. Ab, cousiu ; ivbat you have p 

Cha. Hurrah ! Then I'll marry i 
lawyer shall draw up the writings immciiiiilely. 
Capias, — Mr. Capias, — Mr. Capias. I'll surprize them all. 

[Exit into house. 

Mrs. CoHS. Oh dear! Mr. Wormwood, really it has put ] 
me in such a flurry aud hurry, that I must retire into my back J 
parlour to recover myself, and prepare my spirits for the trying'! 
occasiou. 

Worm. Ob, you will find (be spirits already prepared in 
your back parlour. Do ye tb'mk 1 don't Vuow -^iw wi^ftat J 
cupboard i 
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Mrs. CoRS. Out upon you, Mr. Impertinence. \_Exit, • 

Worm. Ha ! ba! ha ! what puppets they are, and lam 
the showman ; I pull the string, and away they go : now I think 
I stand a fair chance of making poor Susan quite miserable, — and 
the very thought delights me : — people have no business to be 
happy. 

Enter Capias. 

Cap. Hem ! nothing like philosophy ; Tve conn'd over 
my brief. 

Worm. Yon are in better spirits. 

Cap. Yes, I am better; I*ve suflfcred a recovery, and have 
made up my mind. 

Worm. To what ? 

Cap. Why, to marry the milliner; — to make a rib of the 
stay-maker ; to join issue, and lace ourselves together by the 
holy tie of matrimony. 

Worm. Hem ! you. should have determined before ; you 
arc too late ; Mr, Charles is beforehand with you. 

Cap. Charles ? 

Worm. Yes ; and he*s just now gone in search of you, to 
draw up the marriage articles between him and Mrs. Corset. 

Cap. He marry Mrs. Corset ! he wasn't in her back par- 
Jour for nothings then, this morning 5— rl'ni nonsuited ; — what 
shall I do ? 

Wobm. Why, draw up the contract, and charge him for 
it ; secure a client, if you can't a wife. 

Cap. I will. Wormwood. You've an eye to business j but 
I've lost Mrs. Corset; — what shall I do. 

Worm. Imitate my philosophy ; nature always suits the 
back to the burthen. 

Cap. Does she ? why then, I think, you may reckon upon 
a waggon load of misfortunes. [£ri/. 

Worm . Hem ! that's personal ; but I've had my revenge, 
—I know he hankers after the milliner, — ^so I've made him mi- 
serable. 

Enter Susan. 

Su8* Ob, Mr. Wotmwood, \i«L\^ -^ou ^^«i tk^ ^^\ifi««v 
Charles ? 
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Worm. Yes, he has just now parted from me, as happy 
as possible. 

Sus. Happy ! 

Worm. Yes, he bought your ticket of Mrs. Corset, and 
is the real possessor of the five thousand pound prize. 

Sys. How I rejoice ! how I long to congratulate him. 

Worm. Well, wait a minute, you may congratulate him 
on two subjects at once, and that will be economical 3 — a fortune 
and a wife. 

Sus. A wife ! 

Worm. Yes, he's going to be married immediately to Mrs. 
Corset 3 and is at this moment giving his directions to Mr. Ca- 
pias about the marriage settlements 3 and you know nobody un- 
derstands marriage settlements better than Mr. Capias. 

Sus. To Mrs. Corset ! oh, cruel and unkind Charles, after 
all your vows to me. 

Worm. Aye, but you know you forgot him for Mr. Capias. 

Sus. So I did ; but he coudn*t love me much, then, to 
hurry into a marriage with Mrs. Cprset. 1*11 go and reproach 
him 3 — ^no I won't 3— he shall not triumph over me : — and to 
shew my indifference, I'll go and bring the villagers to dance at 
his wedding. lExit, 

Worm. Ha! ha! ha! poor Susan! I pity her really; 
but I'm glad she's disappointed. Oh, here comes Charles. 

Ew^cr Charles. 

Worm. Well, are the marriage articles ready ? 

Cha. Mr. Capias is writing them out 3 I've desired him to 
leave blanks for the names. 

Worm. Aye, he won t forget the blanks, depend upon itj 
he's had enough of them. 

Cha. And how do you think the blanks are to be filled up } 

Worm. Why, Christiana Corset. 

Cha. No, no, no >— by Susan Wheatly, — my dear cou- 
sin Susan. — 

Worm. (Aside,) The devil ! this will make them happy, 
and spoil all. 

CuA. What say ye to that, Mr. Wormwood ? 



31 

Worm. WLy, I say it would be all very well, if Susan 
hadn't already listened to the overtures of her master, Mr. 
Capias. 

Cha. Mr. Capias ? — Impossible ! 

Worm. I was present when the offer was made and ac- 
cepted, and the settlements, — yes, the old gentleman offiered to 
settle all he had in the world upon her. 
Cha. And she agreed to it ? 
Worm. Yes. 

Cha. The traitress ! but I'll be even with her ; — I'll mar- 
ry Mrs. Corset, and break her heart. 

Worm. Oh, never fear, you won't break her heart. 
Cha. But I will tho*. Mrs. Corset, — my dear Mrs. Cor- 
set. 

Worm. (^Aside,) Ha ! ha ! ha ! I've had as pretty a morn- 
ing's sport as any one could wish. 

Enter Capias, with papers. 
Cha. Mrs. Corset, I say. 
Cap. Where's Charles ? 

Worm. There, calling out your quondam mistress, to fill 
up the blanks with her Christian name. 

Cha. {Leading in Mrs. Corset.) Come, Mrs. Corset- 
come, and by your truth, i^hame the perfidy of others. 

Mrs. CoRS. (Aside,) Mr. Capias here ! I declare I can 
hardly stand. 

Enter Susak and Villagers. 
Sus. There, neighbours, pay your congratulations to the 

bridegroom. 

ViLLs. Charles for ever ! 

Cha. Nay, my friends, it is Mr. Nicholas Capias, the law- 
yer, who is the bridegroom. 

ViLLS. Old Nick for ever ! 

Cap. I ! I am no bridegroom ; — I'm not going to be mar- 
ried 3 I was but — 

Cha. (Turning) BmI what> Sir } do you mean to deceive 
my cousin Susan, Sir ?— «if so. Sir, I'd have you to know. Sir, 
that although her treachery and infidelity may rob me of her for 
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a wife, that it shall not prevent my being her defender. Sir, 1 
insist on your marrying Susan immediately. 

Cap. I marry Susan ! upon my soul I*ih very much obli- 
ged to you^ but I had rather not. 

Sus. And I, — I would not marry Mr. Capias, if he were 
worth his weight in gold. 

Worm. (Aside.) Oh, the devil ! what's to be done now. 

Cap. a cross bill 5 let me put in my answer : — I wouldn't 
marry Susan )— I never thought of marrying anybody but Mrs. 
Corset. 

Cha. Why, Wormwood told me you were engaged to 
Susan. 

Cap. And he told me you were engaged to Mrs. Coi-set. 

Sus. And the little mischief-maker told me the same. 

Worm. Oh, the devil ! they will be all happy in spite of 
me. 

Cha. What did yon mean ? 

Cap. Aye, do you mean to justify ? 

Worm. I spoke the truth. 

Sus. So he does 5 and he shall have no peace for a month 
to come. 

t 

Cap. Why, you son of a corkscrew, with a tongue as 
tortuous as your body^ you deserve to have your life and mis> 
deeds published. 

Cha. With cuts, by all his acquaintance. 

Cap. And etchings by Crookshank. What have you to say ? 

Worm. Say, — why marry, and be as miserable as you can. 

Cha. My Susan. , _. . , 

^ Join hands. 



jjoi, 



Sus. My Charles 

Cap. My Corset. 1 r • t 7 

^ *ir ^ . > Join hands 

Mrs. CoRS. My Capias. J 

Cap. Then we join issue ;— the trial's ended j — and we 

wait for your verdict to make us — 

Worm. As miserable as I wish them to be. 

Dance and Chorus. Wormwood looks at the dance with rage aud anger, 
and at length dashes into it for the pui^iose of interrupting it> as the 
curtain fans. 

FINIS. 
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